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THIRTY-NIN- E AND NINETEEN.
rilOLOClUK.

Into the room, with a nnmelcM (trace,
(lllrtcd n million, Just mm toon;

The lalnt rose bluh on her f.ilr young face
8nt off a beauty but rarely seen:

llrnught to a poet who stood apart.
She archly spoke ot Ills "well-know- n

naino"
They talked of ver'ps, nt books and art

With a common mlon, and woiJs attanie.

Ills hair was not yot touchod with grny,
And oiith' first lonirlnir lit up huyoa:

Ho had unite I for years for thu swept array
Of matchless beauty mid shaiii surprise.

The k)Mlln,r groups went round nnd round.
And charming it omen aud men passed

thrmiKh;
Among the tableau? not one was four d

That m.itcd so well as this fated two.

THE DAY AFTER THE 1'AUTV.
wnAT she though r

"He seemed to ll'io me that Is sure
Hut then he hud to be polite;

Thojomig mn there I could not ordure
I wish I could see him again to night:

Hut he lives with books, and oniony faro,
What could he care lor a girl like mot

So, I still must dre4 an 1 tui'z my hair
For some hialnlcs fop ortlio third degreo.

"Yet, when my carriage came to the door.
It whs lie who saw me saloly In

I have had nttcutlnns ke this before.
And words that thought thev were suro to

win:
Hut somehow, his hand's touch thrilled mo

through.
And ho put on mi shawl with so much care,

1 hnpel hewas smitten I wish I knew
1 would wiltohitnanoto, but I do not dare."

WHAT lit T1IOUOHT.
"1 lt tit my desk, hut I enn not wr te.

Her benutt Is st 11 before mvcics:
Of iill the women saw last night,

Or oi er saw, she Is tho p.-- e
Of course, she list 'tie 1 to wh it I sild,

And tr id to mnke mo feci nt ciishj
A g rl ulth so Huh a fai e mid heud

Knows well the aits by wli'tli to please

"Hut I thought, as e parted. I saw a glance
'I hat took no nolo of illifcrlng lears;

"Who knows but hcrclrcims ol trueioinnnce.
Once Itithomcd. would dissipate my foarsr

What If I tri my laggard tnto.
And see if Uim shall hedispossossed

Simply because It has huppenod late
Oh, irns'lpinir woild, ott may guess tho

n.31."

A FEW WEEKS I..V1 Kit.
what thi, nnsiiriMi wimi.ii TnnumiT

"Who would huio thought It and hesoo'd,
And she so frolli some )iing anil fall ' '

One heard "he was rich," md ouetfvas told
ho had lost ono beau, and didn t care "

"Why. the) ro soon to be nmrrled that girl
so sweet"--

"Wlnit-s- ho -- to that ancient, critical hcauT
Well well. If TiiiTlsn t uuite a feat!

Who will miriy next, I should like to
knowr"

Jirl rieiitmi, hi Mmhanl Tratcltr.

AFFEK FIFTY YEARS.

Tho Scouo of a War Romance
Laid in a Collar.

By making a gigantic effort 1 had nt last
succeeded in pushing up the heavy ha, hot
the old fashioned guillotine window, and
now, sitting in the broad window seat, I
was eujoying tho scent of the great svriuga
Lush, which giew so close to tho Iioumi that
it pushed its branches inside whenever it
bad the oppoitunlty, so that sitting in the
window was almost like being in an arbor.
I was in Germany, of course, for guillotino
windows, as we lull tlie-n- , are ill the
fashion in England, I bear.

Yes; I was in Germany, and it was the
day before Whit Sunday a lovely May
day and I was just sixteen.

I am a good deal more than sixteen now, J

but still, ofU-n- , when the syringa is in
blossom, and the delicious fragrance comes
floating round me, the whole scene i isos
again before my eyes, and I see the

garden, with its quaintly-cu- t
yews aud and the apple trees
loaded with blossoms; the wuuiscotted
room, with the faded red and anti-
quated furniture and ornaments; nnd,
looking through the folding-door- s into tho
dining room beyond, I see tho long table
decked for some festul occasion, tn o chairs
wreathed with Honors, ami before them, on
the table, two bouquets composed of sprays
of myrtle.

I see, too, sitting opposite me in a falla-
cious armchair, my grandmother, a littlo'
old ladv in a white lace cap, with a praier-boo- k

on her knees, which she was reading
here at home because sho could not get as
far as the chapel beyond the town gate I
bad been there myself that morning, nil in
a hurry, just to see bow it looked before I

ibronght Granny to the house, and I had
seen that it was beautifully decked with
flowers, and that there were wax tapers
enough to dazlo one.

After that I bad come back to the "wed-
ding bouse" and waited, for I could not
leave Gianny quite alone; and while I
w a I tod 1 puzzled my self to make out why
Uncle Dernau, as we all called him, and bia
wife should have cboen to celebrate their
folden wedding in the little country chaiel
instead af in the largo town church, which
seemed so much more appropilate

Then, too, I wondered what could be the
moaning of sundry mysteuous allusions
which I had heaid made in the course of
the evening before. They bad seemed to
amuse the lest very much, but I could
make nothing of them

Uncle Dernau's littlo wife was a favorite
litt-l- woman, with bright eyes, brown balr
without a touch of groj in it. and had very
small hands and feet. How we had all ad-
mired her the night before, when, for "the
very last time," as she said, she had danced
tho charming minuet, which had been ar-
ranged in her houor, I can see ber now In
hur old fashioned, marrelously short
waisteddicssof silk, with a three cornered
fichu crossed over her chest, littlo shoes
without heels, wide ribbon sandals and
embroidered stockings. Uncle Dernau
hinistlf washer paitner, and at the close
of the dance be made her a low bow, saying
with a gleam of fun and mischief in his
eyes:

"Madame, you dance like i Frenchwoman,
and I belie,vo I made a mistake after all in
carrying you off from the French mon-
sieur I"

Every one laughed at this, and Aunt
Dernau blushed like a young girl. What
did it all meant Could I ask Granny I I
wondered. Hho bad told ino once that Aunt
Dernau was her oldest and her dearest
friend, and that some day she would tell
me her history. Could I remind her of her
promise now i

As I looked at her she took officer specta-
cles and closed her prayer-book- , and slip-
ping down from my throne in tho window,
I seated mi self on a stool at her feet.

urunny," i said coaxiugiy, "couian't
you tell mo your friend's storv now) You
know tou promised, and it is lust the right
day for it. They won't be back for a couplo
of hours yet, what with the service first.
aim men ine wedding ana a long sermon,
and all the congratulations, so we hare
aplenty of time."

Just then we caught the sound of distant
church-bells- , by which we knew that the
bridal procession must be getting near the

"Ah," child," said my grandmother, "it
was a beautiful time when we two were
young, Lorchen and I; you never saw such

little wild thing as she was. They called
her 'the bird,' because she was so quick and
graceful, and had such bright eyes in her
pirtty little head. There was r.ot ap:ttlr
gill far or near, and there was something
about ber so different from other girls, that
one could hardly take one's eyes off her;
ahe was so dainty and so distingue.

"And Lorchen herself was so well aware
of the fact, that she was a perfect little
despot. All the men, old and young, did
ner nomage, ana many a one aio. uis nest ro
catch and keep the little bird. But this
was not so easy, for Lorchen was obstinate,
and her greatest dcilght was to tease and
torment her admirers whenever sbe1had the
opportunity. I often used to scold ber for
It: for, being ber most intimate friend, I
acted as confessor, and she always honestly
told me her misdeeds. Bouietimea, we got
really angry with one another after ball
or a picnic, when her list of confessions
was unusuully long. but. where was the
Href Hue knew that I could not help 'for-sgivi-

her, as she said, directly she asked
so, fttlo fondling puss that she was; and

.sue Knew, uo, mat an young men sue naa
fooled and tormented would be at her feet

,: aaln directly. You kno w that song f

J

'I know a inaMen fair to see.
Take care!

She can both falso and friendly bet'
"And it goes on:
'8he has twn ev so soft and' brown.

T.ike carol
Sho gives a sii'.e glanco and looks down.

Take care!
Trust her not, shes rooting thee!'

"Well, child, that was Lore alt over: just
as it it had boon n rlttcn for her. But you
mustn't think badly of her, for all that
She was t dear, sweet little thing; and in
spite of all her follies, she had a good,
honest heart. As I said, sho was tinivei-sall- y

admired; and so it seemed strange
that young Dernau. the merchant, who
was a next-do- neighbor of hers, should
bo so stiff and cold, and take no notice at

11 or her. Bomotiraes I twitted Ber with
io fact that he had never once danced

vltb her, nnd was quite insensible to her
chnrm. That always made her angry,
and b!io would pout her rosy lips nnd bay

"'I'm sure 1 don't want him, Christel;
bo's a bear!"

"Well, you know, bid times came for
poor Germany. Tho French conquered us,
and tho King and our beautiful Qtiocn Lou-
isa had tolly with their children: and it
Boenied as if we should all become French
subjects. It was a bad time for us in our
littlo town, for the authorities favored tho
anomy, and we were disturbed by sounds
of fighting all around us. Ah, it was terri-
bly sad I for all prosperity was at an end,
and we spout our days in misery and
anxiety. Poor Lorchen had, too, a
special trouble of her own, for ac-
counts of the wihl doings of the
French reached us from all sides, and it
was said that thoy had a very y

way of courting, for if a German
girl took thoir fancy they just sent their
soldiers to carry her off and then took her
away with them to the war. We wore
constantly hearing ot deeds of violence
and robbery, and the laws, being adminis-
tered either by tho French or their adher-
ents, afforded us no redress or protection
whnlover. What could we dol People hid
thoir valuables ns far as they could in hol-
low trees, behind walls, or ill the ground,
and whenever any Frenchmen were known
to be In tho neighborhood, they hid their
wives and daughters as well. Poor Lorchen
had the hardest time of all, for her motherwas so nervous that she was always seeing
danger, and she insisted on tho poor girl's
spending tho greater port of the day down
in tho cellar, and miny an afternoon I
spent there, too. keeping her company.

" 'Look,' said I, on ono of these occasions,
'you can see stialght into Neighbor Der-nau- 's

garden tin ouch this littlo window.'
"But Loicheii blushed and turned her

head without answering. One Whltsun
Kve, a lovely May day, just like a
number of tho enemy's troops passed
through tho town, and of course Lore had
to sit Tn tho cellar nnd get through tho time
as best she might. As soon as the terrible
'Parlovouhs,' as we called them, had all
gone through and out of the town gate, the
captive was let out, nnd what must the
silly girl do but go to the sitting room win-
dow aud lean out. After being lu prison so
long, she enjoyed tho sweet spring air
doubly, and it amused her to watch what
was going on in the street But misfortune
never slumber, and, as it fell out, a young
French officer emtio past leading bis horse
by the bridle, anil looking for a blacksmith,
as the animal had cast a shoe. He had no
sooner cajght sight of the lovely little
head among the roses which clustered
round the window, than he threw the reins
to a boy and dashed up the steps like a
madman. It did not take him a minute
hut Lore was as 'quick as bo, and had slipped
back into her hiding place. Still, where
was the use of that, when the Frenchman
had soon her and was bont upon finding
bert

"I want to see tho pretty demoiselle," he
criod in his broken German, and he insisted
upon searching first all tho rooms in the
house, then tho garrets, and finally the cel-
lar I It wasuseless to say him nay, forhe was
master of the situation, and Lorchen's poor
mother followed him down the cellar-stair- s

trembling.
But, wonder of all wonders, the nest was

empty; the bird bud flown I Finding,
therefore, that his search was vain, the
young officer flew into a rage, and, snatch-
ing up a littlo ivory miniature of Lore,
dashed out of the house, vowing that he
would come back next with a whole squad-
ron and stay till tho girl was found. As
soon as he was gone, Lore's mother sank
down in a chair aud burst into tears, feel-
ing utterly bewildered nnd altogether at
ber wits' end. But she bad not wept long
when her ueigubor, young Dernau, made
his appearance, and, to her extreme sur-
prise, asked ber with all due form and cer-
emony to accept him as a suitor for her
daughter's hand

" .lcA"cned the poor woman, 'Lorchen
Is gone clean gone; she is not in her hid-
ing place; and if I could find her to day.
whole's the use, when tomorrow that
French villain is coining to carry her off I

I'm a pool, miserable, helpless woman
what can Idol O, this dreadful warl'

"But the young man only lauzhed in an
embarrassed sort of way, and then said:

' 'Only trust me. mother, if I may call
you so, and depend upon It I shall be able
io lane goou care ot corcaop wnen once ihave tho right. In the cellar she is. how- -

over, at the piessut moment, though not in
yoursr

' So ssylng, ho led the astonished dame
into bis house aud tlown ever so manvitalrs.
and there sure enough was the captive is
his cellar, doubly a captive now, and a lit-
tlo shamefaced and tearful, but still look-
ing vory happy as she fell on her mother's
neck, and begged hor to give her and Karl
ber blessing. And so it came to pass that
they were betrothed in the cellar, and im-
mediately after all sortsof mysterious prep-
arations were made ill both houses, and at
last the good pastorhimself was called into
give his ad vice At eleven o'clock that same
night there was enacted one of the stran- -

f;est scenes which our peaceful, sober-goin- g

town ever witnessed: for a vounz
couple were murried in the darkness, in the
old chapel outnile the Martini gate, and
you may imagine my utter amazement at
being mysteriously sent for at such an
hour, and then finding myself takeu-tcth- e
chapel ro be one of the witnessos to my
Lot o's marrlage.the others being herinother
and Demon's most intimate friend, Fritz
Berger.

"It seemed uncommonly dismal to a girl
of seventeen, as I was then, with my head
stuffed full, too, of all sorts ot tragical
stories It was a mild, dark night; the
sky was much overcast; and ever and
anon a distunt flash of lightning an
nounced that a storm was coming up The
feeble glimmer from the two tapers on the
altar seemed only to make the darkness
darker, and the flames flickered incessantly
as the wind came sweeping in in gusts, and
making the boughs of the old lime-tre- e

rattle against tho church windows It was
enough to make one shudder, child, I can
toll you 1 The venerable old pastor who
had married Lorchen's father and mother,
and baptized Lorchen herself, gave only a
short address : but, it was all the more im-
pressive for that, and we were all very
much touched by It. When the ceremony
was over I helped the sobbing bride to
take off her wreath of myrtle and put on a
very large bond, which was part ot the
peasaut'sco)tuni9, such as used to be worn
about hero, which she was going to wear
as a disguise The poor mother was spoech-lcs- s

with grief, and seemed quite dazed at
the prospect of losing ber beloved daughter.

"Mountinie. Karl Dernau. who had also
dressed himself like a peasant, had brought
a pour, mtserame, one norseu covered cart
to tue uoor oi me cnapei, ana, alter me
most heartrending leave-taking- Lorchen
was lifted in, weeping bitterly. The night
had grown pitch-blac- k by this time; the
lightning flashed and the thunder rolled In
the distance; but, under cover of the dark-
ness, the pair safely effected their escape
across the neighboring frontier, to whore
the French had not yet gained a footing.
Lorchen passing for a sick peasant girl
who was being taken to some famous wonder--

working doctor. As Karl Demau
drove off ou his strauge wedding journey
be looked so bravo, and tender, and self-relia-

that we who were left behind felt a
comfortable assurance that our little bird
would be safely bidden in her nest with
him for her protector. Two years passed
and in the meantime I had been married In
the regular, ordinary way. In broad day-
light, with bridesmaids and wedding break-
fast, and without any of the rather uncan
ny romance wuico naa aitenuea iiorcuen s
wedding. HUH, who knows whether the
mere fact of ourhaving taken part together
in this romantlo affair did not Uad to our
own marriage I Be this as it may, it is
quite certain that the next time Fritz Ber-
ger and I found ourselves" inside the little
cnapei it was tor onr own weaaing--.

"After a time things went bettor in the
town, and as the French were lew favored
by those in authority, it was thought safe
for the fugitives to come back: and7 as by
the death of his father, Karl bad become
the owner ot the house Lorchen's parents
had rented the very house we are in to-
day they came and settled here, and bar
roomer wuu mem ana an uvea nappuv w
getber. Htfw happy we were to be towther
again! and the vejr fin tbM fitf a

quiet hour, Lorchen told ms the story o(
her betrothal, which I had never properly
unde.-stoo-d till then.

" 'You see, Christel,'. said she, 'you and I
were very intimate, and you did know all
my secrets almost; but you did not know
that I bad cared for Karl for a long time
past. I was asuamed to confess it either to
you or mysolf. Hut when he came to the
cellar w lndow that dreadful day, just when
I was in tho greatest danger, and drove it
In 1 was too dazed to dare to open it my-
selfanil when be lifted me up, and before
I well knew where I was, took me into the
cellar of his own house, well, thon I know I
did care for him, and I began to cry. And
then he sat down by me and quietly took
hold of my hand, and when I was ablo to
sjioak I thanked him and begged his pardon
tor naving made sucu inn or mm iierore.
You can guess what followed. Our be-

trothal was not very romantic, Christel. for
we sat upon an old sugar chest, and my
dress was torn and dusty, and the air of the
collar was dank and musty. But what did
wo care for that? There wore roses nil
round us, and we wore in Elysium; and as
for tho romance, we had enough before the
day was out to last a whole lifetime.'

"This was Lorchen's confession, and we
both thanked Heaven for making us so
happy nnd bringing us together again. We
were happy, indeed, and this holped us to
bear our dally cares, for we wore still in a
great deal of trouble and anxiety, aud the
clouds hung thick aud black over the politi-
cal sky. There were no christening feasts
when our little ones were baptised, and, In
spite of our real happiness, a good many
tears tell upon the little beads But at last
there was a change I Suddenly it was as if
a fresh wind had begun to blow. No one
knew whence it had come, but it was there,
and we all felt invigorated by it. Lore and
I, too, soon noticed that there was a great
deal going on behind the scenes, which
gave us plenty of food for wonder and con-
jecture. Wagoners, who did not look at all
like wagonors, were constantly bringing
heavy loads of merchandise to Karl, and
my Fritz, who was a lawyer, and had noth-
ing naturally to do with such matters, was
ulways present at the unloading, aud
holped to carry the goods Into the cellar as
soon as it was dusk. It was quite clear that
there was some secret which our husbands
were keeping from us, and after bearing it
patiently for a little while we determined
to put an end to such an unnatural state of
things

"Woll, we found it nil out, and learned
that Karl and Fritz were members of a se-
cret loagno which had branchos everywhere
throughout Germany, and was formed to
deliver the Fatherland from her foreign
masters. The "wagoners" were members
too, and the goods they brought were arms,
which they stored in the cellar; and there,
in what had boon Lorchen's prison, the con-
federates held their moetiugs. On these
occasions, now that we knew what was go-
ing on, we used to do our part by lighting
up the chandeliers In the drawing-room- ,
clinking glasses together and carrying wine
bottles and dishes to and fro, to divert at-
tention from what was going on down be-
low, and to throw dust in people's eyes.

"As soon iisever our good King issued his
nppeal 'to my people,' we saw me result of
all these secret preparations. The enthusi-
asm was tremendous, and every German
heart was all aglow. Oh, child, it was a
gland timo, and I shall never forget the day
when the pastor read out the King's procla-
mation in the market place for there was
not room for the crowd in the church and
called on all the men to come forward aud
take part in a holy war to expol the enemy.
There never was such excitement, before or
since I Friends aud acquaintances embraced
ono another, and the most bitter enemies
shook hands. The first to volunteer to fight
for wife, and child and home were Karl
Dernau aud my Fritz; and numbers and
numbers followed their example. Then
came tho leave-taking- and those were sad
enough. I fainted away, but Lorchen be-

haved like a little heroine
"We two kept together through all that

tlmoof ten ible watting and fighting and
misery. But at last at last came the news
of victory, aud all the hills blazed with
bonfires. The Fatherland was free, and
our loved ones wei e safe and coming home
crowned with laurels I We had suffered a
great deal, but we thought ourselves fortu-
nate iu having been allowed to look on
while such great ovents were doing.

"But where have I got to with my chat-
tering! I was only going to tell you "

"O, Granny," I interrupted, "you have
not told me a bit too much; I could listen
all day "

"Woll," said she with a smile, "yon de-
serve something for giving up going to the
chapel to sit with an old woman. When I
began I only meant to tell you how Aunt
Dernau was imprisoned in the cellar, that
you might see what a dangerous gift
beauty is!"

"II m, Granny, I don'tlike your moral I"
I answered. "The French are far enough
off now, and for my own part I shouldn't
mind running the risk of being tolerably
nice looking."

Granny was going to scold, bnt the
corners of her mouth twitched, and before
she could recover herself, I had Jumped up,
exclaiming:

"Listen, the bells have been ringing this
longtime; the wedding is over and they
will bo here directly I"

I went once more hastily through the
rooms to see that everything was in order,
and then I strewed flowers all down the
staiis to the front door, and then Granny
and I waited at the window.

Soon the head of the procession made its
appearance such a long, long procession 1

First came the old people, several couples,
and then the vouuc ones, and lastly the
grandchildren all decked with flowers; but
the bridal pair, who were that day cele
brating meir goiaen weaaing, were tne
most beautiful sight of all.

Aunt Dernau looked lovely in her
damask and three-cornere- d lace

handkerchief, with the golden sprays of
myrtle in her hair; and Uncle Dernau,
--iltl, lata nnnnr.1ilti, n.l kalv mwtA tall
upright figure, looked most dignified and
quite giand, too; for, besides the golden
sprig in his button-hol- he wore the orders
and decorations which be had won during
the war. How tender and careful he was
ot his little wife, too.

Just as tender and affectionate as he had
been to the young beauty when be married
nor in tue sunny may-tim- e nicy years

I Uitiuehola W'jrdi.
x s m

DANGERS IN AFRICA.
The Savage Crocodiles and Hippopotami

of the Congo Country.
"Tho most dangerous savage foea wo

have tc fear," says Mr. Stanley, "are
tho crocodile, hippopotamus and tho
bufl'.tlo. Wo lost live men during my
last visit to the Congo from these ani-
mals; three were killed by crocodiles,
one by a hippopotamus and one by a
buffalo. There are a number of hippo-
potami along the Congo and its tribu-
taries, and thousands upon thousands
of crocodiles. Tho latter are by far
tho most insidious foes ' we have,

they aro so silent and so swift.
You see man bathing in the river,"
said Mr. Stanley, with one of his vivid
graphic touohes; "he is standing near
the shore laughing at you, perhaps,
laughing In tho keen enjoyment of his
bath; suddenly he falls over and you
see him no more. A crocodile has ap--

Eroached unseen, has struck him a
its tail that knocks him over,

and he is instantly seized and carried
off. Or, it may bo that the man is
swimming; ho is totally unconscious of
danger; there is nothing in sight, noth-
ing to stir a tremor ot apprehension;
but there, in deep water, under the
shadow of that rock, or hidden beneath
the shelter of the trees yonder, Is a huge
crocodile, it has spotted the swimmer,
and is watching the opportunity; the
swimmer approaches; he is within strik-
ing distance; stealthily, silently, unpor-ccTve- d,

the creature makes for its prey;
the man knows nothing till he is seized
by the leg and dragged under, and he
knows no more! A bubble or two in-

dicates the place whore he has gone
down, and that is all. .Jf. Y. Herald.

"In this country a large excess ot
food Is consumed, not only by well-to-d- o

people, but also by taa poor. The
excess of food consists mainly 61 meat
and sweattneats." This' conclusion
is riven as the remit of an lavertlj-a- -

tion Into the diet of laborer ..r;t4y
made ay uoumm uarrou Vvwri

i0"""" " "". u,uw State
Bureau of

MR OTJB YOUNa FOLKS.

A SLEEPY SONQ.

The stars ire unrolling,
Tho round moon Is sailing

High up fn the blue of tho sky;
The crickets are droning,
The sea-ba- r Is moaning.

And the bats with n whirr go by.
Meop, bit by, sleep I Dreutn on, little dear!
Nothing can baun ) ou while mamma Js near,

A do7cn sweet kisses,
Tho kindest of wishes,

A lingering wistfully near;
A jcnrnlng unbroken,
A prayer unspoken

There s much in tho future to fear.'
fteep, baby, sloepl Dream on, little doarl
Nothing van harm you wbllo mamma Is near.

fn Hem en there rest Is,
And Mod knows what best Is,

Thin why should I worry or fear?
I II k1o ou, tnv troiisiire,
A love without ineueure,

nd louve ou with Him, little doart
Plcep, baby, sleep I Dreutn on, littlo dnart
Iothlngciin harm you while mammt is near.

Fitiiilt II. staujer, in Guort Ilvustkctplng.

A NOVEL EXPERIENCE.
Mr. Thompson's Mtory of Ills Adventure

with Jersey Mosquitoes.
The other afternoon an odd-looki-

forson entered my office. Tho flguro
and general appcaranco was Mr.
Thompson's, but tho face was ono
mass of red blotches, swollen and al-

most unrecognizable. I stared at him
a moment beforo I could determine
v, ho it was. He boro tho scrutiny with
bud grace, and exclaimed: "Woll,
what's the matter now? Didn't you
ever koo me beforeP"

"Not when you looked as you do
now," I replied. "What have you
been doing to yourself?"

"I haven't been doing any thing. I
went out in Jersey to spend Sunday
nnd have a good time, that's all,"

Mr. Thompson.
"Mosquitoes?" I inquired.
Mr. Thompson noiMcd.
"Tell mo about it," I urged.
At lirst Mr. Thompson was cry re-

luctant, but after some persuasion he
consented.

Mr. Thompson had a day or two on
his hands which he did not exactly
know what to do with, so ho concluded
to spend them at a ouict little village
among tho Jersey hills.

"They told mo that there wore no
mosquitoes and no malaria," he re-
marked, plaintively, as he swallowed a
quinine pill; "and look at mo now."

All went well until Saturday evening,
when the little hotel was invaded by a
patty of roistering young clerks from
Now York, who were bont upon having
a good time. Thev sat up all the even-
ing with a bright lnjht burning in their
room, and the windows open. Tho re-
sult as that the room was speedily
filled with mosquitoes. Tho hungry
insects feasted for awhllo upon the
convUial young men, and then, flying
nut throngli the transom, entered Mr.
Thompson's room in the same manner.
After buzzing around Mr. Thompson's
head for some, time, they seated them-
selves in a row on the foot-boa- rd of the
bed and began to sing.

"You have no idea how dreadful it
was," said poor Mr. Thompson, shud-
dering at the remembrance of the scene.
"It was bad enough while they con-
tented themselves with pt tiling the
clothes off tho bed and biting me
through two blankets and throwing my
shoes ut each other."

"What!" I exclaimed; "the mosqui-
toes?"

"Thoso were Jersey mosquitoes,"
replied Mr. Thompson. "But when
they began to sing 'We won't go homo
till morning,' I could stand it no
longer. I tlirew my pillow at them',
ami they all How away, and I sank
back exhausted."

It is rav pri ate opinion that at this
juncture Mr. Thompson went to sleep;
but ho insists that lie only lay for a few
minutes, and was f.illing into a doze,
when ho ho.trd them coming back
more noisy than before.

"Ho threw that pillow nt us; lot's
throttle him," exclaimed one, angrily.

"No, nof let's bite him," urged a
second.

"That's so," they all cried in. chorus.
And before Mr. Thompson could do
any thing they wero buzzing around
his ears and making vicious thrusts at
otery uncovered part of his body.
After a timo. however, they .seemed to
get tired, and sat on the foot-boar- d of
tno bed again, to rest.

Mr, Thompson was relieved, and
soon began to breathe gently through
his nose. That's what lie snysj yoa and
1 would cull it snoring.

"Just listen to him!" remarked one
of the mosquitoes. "He's talking."

"Yes; and he hasn't a badi olce,"
commented iluother.

"More like a fro" than otut of us,
lltoiiL'li," said a third.

"He may be a very decent fellow, for
nil that," suggested a fourtli.

"I am 1 am," interrupted Mr,
Thompson, who was anxious to obtain
the f.uor of the little pests in the hopa
that they would cimbo bothering him.

"Whatuiu you throw the piflow at
us for, thim? the nrst,
angrily. '

"Well, von were annoying mo so,"
said Mr. Thompson.

"Of course we were," answered the
mosquito. "If you were a mosquito
you'd annoy people. It's our nature"

"Oh, I'm sure 1 should not," asserted
Mr. Thompson.

"Try it and see," said the mosquito,
with a sarcastic buzz.

Mr. Thompson says that ho never
Knew now it came about, but Deiore be
knew it he was floating around in the
air o er the bed, making a tremendous
humming, and finally ho settled down
ou the foot of tho bed. f"Well, how do you like UP" inquired
the mosquito.

"It's jolly," exclaimed Mr. Thomp-
son, enthusiastically; "but I'm awfully
hungry."

"We'll go into the next room uHd
get something to eat," said the mos-
quito, and, in accordance with 'be
suggestion, Mr, Thompson followed
his new-foun- d, frionds out over the
transom and into the next room. Here
they buzzed around the room, and Sir.
Thompson pleads guilty to a malicious
joy ip humming aiound the heads of
tho young men and annoying them in
ever' possible way. Ho says that he
has no idea how long they remained
tlicro, but finally growing tired, they
returned to bis room and settled dowu
on the foot of his bed again to rest

"Where did you come from?"
queried Mr. Thompson, as he gave, a
lust miner IO UIB WHIgu unu ureiY ouu
long cobwebby Icp: up uudwr hint with
a bum of satisfaction.

"Oh, wo were blown up from the
flats on tho breeze." replied the mos
quito. "We were bora down in' the
ruiirsiicBliatcbed, t siould sav."

now jong, uo youiiyur'- - pursued
Mr. Thompson. '

" That 'depends upon the. klnS of
luck we have," ropl&L tWiiOiqulto,
sadly. " Our cblnflW live

" And plenty long enough-too,'- 1

nuUcrod Mr, Thossfton, JUckUy,

' t" "f 0'M- M jl f.

the mosquito did not hear him, and It
continued, after a pausoi

"Wo don't have half a chanca
here, we aro so small and so few. In
some parts of South America we arc
so plentiful that swarms ot us have
been known to kill horses and cattle.
But we aro a large family, and have
relations all over tho world. Wo oil
belong to tho Culex family, and gnats,
midges and galllnippors aro our first
cousins."

" Yes?" said Mr. Thompson, trying
to appear interested.

" Oh yes," said tho mosquito. I'll
tell you what I'll do you seem Hko a
good, fellow; and night I'll
bring up n swarm of my cousins, the
gnats, and a lot of jolly mosquitos
and wo'll make a nigtu of it"

"If you do I'll put up a not!" ex-
claimed Mr. Thompson.

"Oli, you will, will you?" hummed
the mosquitoes, angrily, in chorus, and
forthwith began a simultaneous nttack
upon poor Air. Thompson. Ho says
ho has no Idea how it came about, but
lie suddenly found himself in bed again,
and vigorously lighting the mosquitoes
which wero swarming around his head.
But no matter how hard he slapped,
they kept coming, until ho fell asleep
from sneer exhaustion. When he
awoke in the morning his face was so
swollen that ho could hardly 'open his
eyes, and he made a rapid escape from
that mosqtiito-hannte- d locality.

When Mr. Thompson bad finished
telling tho story, ho looked at me
sharply to see if I believed him. I
suppose my face must havo shown that
I regarded his story with distrust, for
he said, in an offended tone: "I sup-
pose vou think I dreamed it, ehP"

"Well" I ventured, mildly.
"Oh yes; well! well!" exclaimed Mr.

Thompson, in high dudgeon. "Well,
I supposo I did not talk to tho mos-
quito; and well, I suppose I didn't get
tno malaria; and tvem,, I suppose I
dreamed this face. WELL!" and Mr.
Thompson bolted out of tho room,
slamming the door hard behind him.
Allen Jrorman, in Harper's Yvung
People.
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TIP AND ROLLO.

One a Faithful and Wise Messenger, md
the Other Fanny sod Mischievous In His
Wars.
Tip is a coach dog, and Rollo is

Newfoundland puppy. Tip's hair is
short and straight Hollo's Is long aud
curly. Tip is brindlc. Rollo is block.
Each has two white stockings and a
white shirt-fron-t, and both havo big "
brown eyes. Rollo's twinkle and al-

most laugh outright, bnt Tip's are ' "
such wistful eyes that little Nell's
lashes are always wet after she has
taken a long look into them; "be-
cause poor Tip wants to talk so much,
and can't, you know."

Ned doesn't believe there ever were
two such splendid old fellows outside
of story books. For Tip and Rollo aro
real, live dogs, and that to tho best
part of it.

Tip is papa's right-han- d man. He
couldn't get along without him. Nor
could mamma, for that matter. When
she wants any thing from the stores,
sho wiites a note and gives it to Tip.
Then she tells him exactly where to go,
and no matter whero, ho alwayB knows,
and trots off. He comes right back,
too, and Rollo doesn't every time.
Besides. Rollo will only go to ono
place the butcher's and he eats up
every thing on the way home.

Papa's-mill-s aro almost eight miles
out of town, but Tip carries messages
back and forth summer and winter.
Sixteen miles is a long way for a dog
to go alone, but Tip makes the jour-
ney almost as quickly as Dick, the
horse, and has never lost a note yet
Rollo doesn't like that kind of busi-
ness. He prefers to find Ned's lost
balls fishing-rod- s, school-book- s, hats
or any thing else. He takes good care
of Nell when she goes down oo the
beach to wade, and more than once
has rescued her shoes and stockings,
floating out on the swift tide. Rollo
knows what money fecund fancies he
takes better care of it than papa Coes.
Once papa went into, the grocer's to
pay a bill. He put tho money on tho
counter, and hurried to his office. Iu
a few minutes the Btore-keop- er tune
running in. "Come down and call: off.
your dbg!! ' said he. "He growls- - at me a

pretty savage every time I try to touch
those bills. 'I When-pap- a werit ' down,
there sat Rollo, and wouli. hardly

' 'come away. '
.

One day Ned carried his1 shoes to the
boot-maker- 's ,to, be mended.' All the
way home Rollo kept pulling his jacket
and trying to makehim turnback. Asi
Ned. paid no attention to him, Rollo
rusliod off alone. Pretty soon he raced
up with those 'shoes1 in his mouth.
When Ned took them back agalp, the
shoemaker said there was such , a
scratching 'andbarking outside the
door that he opened It, when a' big dog
new past bim, snatched up the shoes,
andr was gone before ho coulsl say
"JJack Robinson.''

No Tip 'doesn't do such funny
tilings. He is such a sobor'dog. He
would have known that papa intended
toleavothe money. 'and have under
stood that Ned. didn't want hie shoes
taxen away.

A littlovrhileaso nana went out to
'the pasture to catch two of the colts,
ana lip went to help, when thoy baa
eadght the first' one, papa gave Tip the
halter 'and sent him to the barn, two
miles awaw It was some timei
before tho jseoond colt was
captured, but. when papa lad him into
the stable the other was In his own
stall, and ini the manger lay Tip, the
naiier 'sun vm nis mouui, iou see,
papa bad quite forgotten, that a dog
couldn't tie a knot

Rollo just enjoys teasing Tip. Every
mprning h used to follow when Tip
drove the eows to waUs, splash into
the streasa and make the brook so.
muddy that' the cattle rtfused to drinks I

One day Up rolled th scamp over
upon his. back end boMB him still witfc
lusbtiavy paw until the cows had fin-
ished. KoUo never tried that trsk
again.
.Still ike two are very fond ot eaeh

other, and though sometimes Tip's
wagfeg tail and longing eyes say that
Rollo. has received quite his share ol
Ned's attention, and occasionally Rollo
give a short bark if Ned pets Tip very i

I
much, I wZr believe there S2 two

ZZ&&&?&22 I

Mr. 8. W. Bennett, of FreligW
bnrg, Can., seeks to turn the tables on
his critics in this way: "During my
late sickness I was doctored thirty-on- e

days for measles, and beforo.it .was dis
covered tnat i naa tbo 8inaUrpox,,tbe
disease, wns) scattered ln different
place. Nowtheyblame me for thy,
because' soma ot the neonle that called
caught th smaJJ-fco- x Mid died., They

Sir Hf( IWfllH .W VUVVIH.
ated, ,buk) it . a poor rule that won't
work both ways, anil kf those that died
had helm VRnnlnntftd Uiv wrnuU 'mtf'
buy caught the diMMe." "Tt 7?',

FOB SUNDAY BEADING.

THE lobd's FACE.
In olden times, when miracles were

wrought,
A pious monk, whose only care or thought

Was of God's glorr. lived nnd strovo to win
The suOerlng world lrom sorrow, pain and

tin.
A pure and blameless lite tho good man led)
He clothed the naked, and the huugrr fed!

He nursed tho sick, and loosed tho bonds- -

man's chnln,
And suturing never sought hla aid In vain.

His faith was groat: and yet ho oft was
mo cd

By strong dcslro to know his life approved!

To get from Heaven some miracle or sign,
Bomo sanction of his life by Lord Divine.

And thus ho prayed: "Lord, If 1 go astray,
Do Thou direct mo In the heavenly way I

" And, If my life's acceptable to Thee,
Do show, dear Lord, Thy loving face to

me."

But da) s went by, and summers wont and
came,

His lite unchanged, hit dally prayer the
samo.

Bnt all In vain; for to his yearning cry
All Heuven seemed deaf. The Lord mad

no reply.

At last, with ago grown gray, with suffer- -
tng bent.

His oarthly substance gone, hit strength all
spent,

Upon a mossy bank, with weary sigh.
He breathed a prayer, and laid him down

to die.

Then what a change came o'er hit wonder-
ing soul I

His pain departed, and around him stole
A hnvenly radiance, and before him stood.
Not tbo dear Lord, only an angel good.

And In a voice so sweet that It awoke
Strands I! rills of rapture In the monk, he

spoke:

"To do God's will, my ton, thou'st nobly
striven;

And to thy prayor an answer don Is given.

" AfBx thy thoughts on Christ, gaze on my
face,

And soon thoult seo the dear Lord take my
place."

The monk compiled; but at that Instant
came

A wounded traveler, bleeding, bruised and
lame.

With tattered garments and with feet un-
shod,

Who cried: "I need thy help," and sank
upon the sod.

At the faint cry, tb monk halt turned hit
head,

But paused an lnstawt, as the angel said:

"What I for this beggar would'tt then turn
from me.

And from the dear Lsrd who would honor
tbeer

A rjasslns' struirirle then tho monk replied :
E'en for this beggar the dear i.ora nam

died.

Since IIo hath done so much, can I do lest
Than comfort this poor man lu his distress?

"1 surely can not leave this man to die."
Bo saying, ho arose, and, with a sigh.

Unto the stranger's sldo-le- , tottering, sped,
Bound up his wounds, pillowed the aobsng

bead

Upon his cassock, batboditbe blooding feet.
And soothed tho suffering soul with solace

tweet.
While thus he' labored, t tho monk there

came
A sense of Joy and peace, as If a flame

Of lovp breathed on hlnv from Heaven's
open door.

Thrilling his .soul with bliss unknown be-

fore
Wonderlag, the monk bekold tho stranger

rise;
What glnrlout transformation met his eyeat

The tattare.l garments shone a robe ot
lignu

Around the face an aureole gleamed bright
Each ettnrnken limb rounded by perfect

line,
Tho haggard features ohanged to lines,

ments divlnel
The monk his Bavtnur knew, and bowed i la

prajer; '
And them a tweet voice sounded through,

the am
"Who can,, so do my work, his dearest wish)

resign.
He, and he only, sees tblt face of mine."

A dreamsv's legend, say you? It mav be.
And yot the lessons taught In Galilee

Of love and man ean ne'er stow oldt
And ho who learns them well need not ba

told i

That sanrrflce of self to do God's will
Will win sweet glimpses oft the Lord's facer

BUIU
Lloyd a. Thompton, in N. T. Independent;

..UNFIT TO RULE.

The Evilt ana Dangers Which Would Be--
iiun WW aririV,l nv WIM-- rif IU

ssave xjungs Avconung to jur uwn un
aerlngi.
While-f- t Is unquestionably true ot

us.' as human beings, that we naturally
desire to. have things acoordlng to our
minds, it Is equally1 'certain that we ana
wholly, unfitted for possessing such lib-

ertv,' 'Wo are constantly liable to mis
taken impressions, andl we are", ne'var
msureou against wrong conclusions,
when left to ourselves.. Certainly, our
lives uxb- luu oi uiismnue uuiuauy uiaue,
and those barely, escaped are quite
numerous. The result of our experi
ence it by no means im favor of tho jfce--
BumpUon that our mind is always right,
and that it would always be well for
us, orr others, were we to invariably
havo'bhlngs according to our mind.
Very, little do wo know of the relations
ana, hearings oi wnutwe wouiainaxe,
if we" eould have lust ''what we want
Shortsighted, indeed, are we as to what
might come to pass, through ous- -

More evil thaagood
might result. It is. possible fon- - us, to
see scarcely anv end from the. begin
ning. We can nutlook even through'
uw. ana muen ias uiruu.ru atenuiv.
What we regard as, a bitter end. In ad
versity mav M am tne nwainanie
means employed) for the aceoiaplish-uo- st

of the most iosirablo end. That
which we lament as an evil, may be in- -

Kcalcnlably gocd- - and that which we
(teem a blessing may do oniy a curse.

What is man in comparison with
God. that tne' events of this world
should transpire, according; to the hu
man rotuur uiaa uiu tuytae wiuur
Jlan, how tatorant, erriag-- , impotent.
stniuii in one rrequent preaommanoo
of passion oyer1 reason the huma
mind, and la the liability ot that mlu
to be wrcttgly biassed, 1 seen its Unfit-ne- w

to ba the arbiter at destiny,. tes-Sor-

and external. It things were left
easily, though badly-influenc-

minds, we should soo' have abundant
nnnaA 'fnv thn dflAnesi Ten-re- t and the-- - - -- -i " -- zj . i -- :
loudest lamentation. We should bo
coBstantlyhaming ourselves by our

Affllctionawould
be refected bv us. as a part of our ox
peneiice, when tiiay might "work for
us a far more exceeding and eternal
weight ol glory." Were our minds

might never bo ready
to leave this world, though "to depart
and bo'.-wjt- Christ is farbettor." Sel-'do-

should' we choose what is really
best, if it were for us to choose accord-
ing to our pleasure. 'We should bo
Vkaly to ran' some terrible 'risks, to say
the Bastjr ", fl , ,.." ni
,; Such hi the perversity of oar natures
bnt we 'could not safelr'tr-s- t" ar

rives with the ordering of pur lot 1W
shpuW'be aliuoM Jtuve to harm, if not

ounwlvMf vea If we wen

rffr w

rightly disposed, wo should not bo
oqdal to the'demfckdtoFalways hating
our own way, since there is with ut)
often,an unsettled state of mind, which
would poorly qualify us for acting with
such a pormlsslon. Wo should often-
times be most painfully and hopelessly
In doubt as to what we ought to do.
If things were always according to our
mind, Ft might often be the case that
wo should not daro to have a mind.
We might soon see tho evils of choos-
ing unwisely so as to aftrightedly
shrink from choosing at all. Often havo
we changed our minds, after which we
could not be too thankful that wo did
not have what wo wanted, nnd would
havo had if we could, though tho con-
sequences would have becnlnjurious, If
not fatal. Our present minds, also, may
yet bo changed, and cro long we may
be glad enough that we did not havo
things our way, when we were Intense-
ly desirous of so having them, and
could not endure the thought of being
proventcd.

It is the testimony of much If not all
of our experience, that wo do not un-

derstand well how to choose our paths
in life, or direct passing events, so as
to most benefit ourselves or others,
and that it Is wise for us to resign
ourselves cheerfully to tho disposal of
the divine mind, rather than to think
of taking our destiny into our own
hands, when wo are so incompetent to
perform what we might thus undertake.

.Watchman.
m m

SELFISHNESS.

An Unbearable Trait Wholly Incompati-
ble with Christianity.

A man can never be worth much to
others as long as ho has to wait upon
himself and sit up with himself and
look after himself. I am sorry for any
man whose only job in this world is to
sit up and look after a carcass1 weigh-

ing about one hundred and seventy-fiv- e

pounds of solid concentrated selfish-
ness. He has got an immense job on
his hands, and I would rather try to
satisfy all Chicago, and minister to ev-

ery man in Chicago, than to look after
such a character as that Selfishness!
There is not an element in selfishness)
that does not enter also into the pun-
ishment of pride. Hell, when you boll
it down and bring It down to its
last analysis, is pure, unadulterated,
filtered selfishness. And, oh, how un-

bearable that 1st If there is any thing
incompatible with Christianity, it is sel-
fishness. If there is- - any thing that
Christianity will not have acquaintance"
with, if there is any thing that Christi-
anity will not have any thing to do
with, it is selfishness. Selfishnessf If
there is spirit in Christianity at all. It
Is a spirit of unselfishness The grand-
est man in the city of Chicago is the most
unselfish nan in Chicago, I don't eare
who he Is, I don't care where he lives.
I don't care how much he is worth. I
don't care how little he is worth. I
don't care' how old he- - is. or how
young.

The grandest man in this city is the
man who cares least for himself and
tho most for God and others. The
grandest man I ever saw in my life was
a little preacher in Georgia, who is now
a plain, common circuit preacher.
When I walk up into his presence he
is the largost man I ever saw, and; I
whittle down to a point I am the
smallest man in the neighborhood.
And the reason he looks so large and I
feel so small Is because he is so truly
devoid of selfish Intent, even if them
be some selfishness loft in aim; Front
the momentt he wakes up in the morn-
ing, until he- - lies down at night he is
thinking of "What can I do for others?
How can B help somebody
Whom can I benefit? Where can I g
to servo somebody? Is there a being
in the universe that this dollar Lbave
In my pocket will do more good to
than it will to me?" Rev. 8am Jones

Doers of the Word.

Learn to be- - working Christians, "Be-y-e

doers of tbo Word, and not hearers'
only, deceiving your own selves." Iti
is very striking to see the usofulness-o- f

many Christians. Are there none of
you who know what it is to be selfish
in your Christianity? Yon have' seen a
selfish child: go Into a secret piaoe to
enjoy some- - delicious morsel "undis-
turbed by his companions. ' So iti is
with some Christians. .Theyfeedipon
Christ and .forgiveness; bat It is alone,
ajnd all forftbomselves; Are there-no-t

some of yon who can enjoy being; a
Christian, while your dearest friend) is
not, and yet you will not speak to him?
See here,.1 you have got work to-d-

When Christ found youHo said: "Go
to w'6rk in.my vineyard!" What were
you hlredlfor, if it was not to spread
salvations?? What blessed for? 0my
Christian ifdendsl hqw,llttle ypu live as
though yam were, the servants of Christ!
Hoiy much. Idle time" and , idle talk yon,
have! "This is not like--a good servant. ,
How .many things you have te.do.for
yourself!! How few for Christ and-Hi- s

people! This is not. like a servant.
Mculieyjie

(
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, WISE SAYNGS.i

Tfle-bes- t way to. keep goed'aets in '
memory is to refresh them with, new.
Colo'.

tt good conscience ''expects to be
troiiodiwitb perfeci confidence. Victor
Hup .

'
,

'

Heaven is never doatbut when
man?s heart ia dumb.. francis
Quart.

People who are always-takin- g oaro
of hheir health are like misers who are
hoarding up at treasure) which they
sever have thei spirit toepjpy. Sterne.

The superior man thinks of virtue:
bha small mam thinks ot eotntort The
superior man thinks .of the sanction
ef the law: the small men thinks of the
favors whida he mar receive. Con- -
uetus.

are tnote- - nappy natures
who always look oa the bright sldet
Tfaeir buoyanoy of spirit lifts theae.
above many of the illk and discomforta
of life. Sorrow does not long press
them dawn, for then native elasticity
soon rebounds. Fer them the darkest
cloud has a silver Knlng. They eheen
and hearten the weak and despondentJ
They lessen sorrow and increaso joy.
Sunshine, light, warmth attend them.
Theirs i beautiful world. Golden
nine.
' If God be our friend, who oan bo
our foe P And if, God be against us who
is strone enough to' bo our helper?
iThose who never change love their
own ways bettpr than tho ways of truth.
What stubborn, people call "strength oft
rnlad" is only strength ot will; a don-- ,

key's firmness js ngproof,of . great lu
tellcQtt .Some, men saw constitutionally, .
"contrary, Bainded-- i Shift to their lda,tn
and they wUlitoralto yours.?
would a rather i contradict r themselves
than agree -- with their neighbors. Jf.'
InModittgi, ' fa

f

VI

t


